THE   REMINISCENCES  OF   CARL   SCHURZ
Will the reader be interested in the description of a Divi-
sion Commander's personal experience in a battle?

It is about daybreak. My two little brigades are still in
bivouac, finishing their scanty breakfast, crackers and thin
coffee. This is all, for the regimental wagons are still mixed
up with the general train. Then the troops fall into line,
silently, without bugle signals, for we are in the immediate pres-
ence of the enemy. As the sun rises in a cloudless August sky,
they are ready to march. Looking round, I see to the right and
the left a considerable expanse of open ground with some slight
elevations and a few scattered houses surrounded by trees,
houses already famous from the first battle of Bull Run; in
front of me a little affluent of Bull Run, called Young's
Branch; beyond this, some patches of timber, and farther on
a long stretch of forest. General Sigel's corps, about 9000
men strong, forms the right wing of our army, and my divi-
sion, the right wing of Sigel's corps. I receive the order to
advance and attack. Not the slightest sign of the enemy is to
be seen. He is supposed to be posted in the woods yonder, but
just where and in what strength, nobody knows. All is per-
fectly still. Neither do I hear anything stirring on my left,
where I am to connect with Milroy's brigade, nor beyond,
where Schenck's division of Sigel's corps stands, nor beyond
that, where several divisions of other corps are supposed to be.
However, my orders are positive and clear: " Advance at sun-
rise .and attack." Evidently I am to open the proceedings of
the day. My command quickly fords Young's Branch, and on
the other side I promptly form it in order of battle, first line
deployed, second line, 150 paces behind in column, skirmish
line well ahead, flanking party on the right; right wing, Col.
Schimmelfennig's brigade, left wing, Col. Krzyzanowski's, my
artillery so placed as to command the edge of the forest before
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